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Chapter one and only. 


Axl stormed into his mansion, dragged his fingernails along the expensive wallpaper in the corridor, marking it in 
all his ferocity, leaving white scratches in the once royal blue colour. He let out a scream as he grabbed a 


nearby lamp, hurling it against the wall, cursing out bloody murder. 
"You'll be back you fucker! You're nothing without mel” 


He was on a rampage, pulling books off the mahogany shelves and sending them flying across the room, 
ignoring all the on looking maids in his fury. 


Once he was done destroying every single Elton John and Aerosmith record in his CD collection, he began to 


tear away at the couch, held helplessly under his knees as he ripped at it with his nails. 


"You can't leave, you'll come back! You need me, without me there is no world for youl" he barely heard 


himself, as the lump in his throat grew larger, "Because without you, there is no world for me." 


He held his hands to his face, giving up on the tattered rags that was once a three thousand dollar sofa and 
cried, hard and loud, holding no shame for it. 


He picked himself up to his feet, walking slowly through the wreck that he had made and sat down in the 


corner, holding a pistol in one hand, running his fingers along the metal bullet chamber. 
"You're pathetic," He muttered to himself, pulling his legs into his chest, holding them there. 


Of course he wanted to be fine with the situation, after all it was what he planned To make the entire band 
quit so that he could have a new group for his new ideas. To act like the nastiest shit in the world so they 
couldn't stand him. His plan was working..out how come it hurt so badly in his heart? 


Axl wretched, the knots in his throat making him want to be sick. But there was nothing to be sick, he hadn't 


eaten or drank all day. 
He stared at the gun.so tempting, and yet he didn't have the guts to end it. 


Who knew that today would be the last day he saw those raven curls? Who knew that today would be the last 
day he looked into those eyes? Who knew? 


Slash and him hadn't been talking for a while. Axl thought it would be best to put some distance between them. 
To keep their relationship low key and Slash didn't want that. He wanted something real. He wanted to touch Axl 
in public, he wanted to kiss Axl and he wanted Axl to kiss back. He wanted love. 


Axl banged his head on the wall, banging it hard, trying to erase everything from his mind. All the laughter, all 
the touches, all the kisses, everything. But he couldn't, they flooded his mind, and now was the only time they 


had come in real detail. The only time he had actually realised just how much Slash cared about him. 


All the times that Slash had held his hand under the table, all the times they'd hugged and Slash secretly 
kissed his neck before backing away. It was all so real, and Axl let it slip through his fingers like sand. 


Slash dealt with the distance Axl had put between them with an amount of dignity. Even when they passed in 
the hallway Slash would respect Axl's wishes and walk by without a word, a touch. 


But today was when the distance was put in permanently. When Axl's ‘wishes' had turned into a lifestyle. 


Axl looked around the room, tears blurring his vision as he stared aimlessly at the pointless junk that had once 


meant something and yet seemed so worthless now. 


Closing his eyes, he found himself staring into Slash's. Seeing his figure sitting in the chair like he was today, 
hearing the words that killed him inside. 


He gritted his teeth, shouting to kill the voice but still it sounded in his ears, making him squirm. 


"Axl..its time for this to end," Slash muttered, looking at the wooden floors of his room, clasping a bottle of JD 


in his hand. 

The words lingered in the air for a minute, absorbing into the singer, penetrating his mind. 
‘lm leaving," Slash's face stared into the front man's green, grey eyes. 

"You're what?" Confusion filtered the red head's voice. 


The curls were lifted from the tanned face as a hand swiped them back, revealing the eyes of a man standing 


neck deep in his decision 

Arguments were pointless but one had to be made, 

"You can't leave!" Axl towered over the sitting man, face looking down on the guitarist. 
"You don't have a say in my decisions Axl," Slash looked up coldly. 


The red head squirmed uncomfortably, thinking of anything to say that would make the guitarist rethink his 


decision. 


"The band needs you," was all he could think of, and he immediately regretted it as the cold look in the 


guitarists eyes turned menacing. Two pools of pure, venom hate. 


"The -band — needs me! Axl, is that the fucking best you can think of? The BAND needs mel” A bitter laugh 


escaped from the usual tender voice. 
Axl was speechless. 


"After all this time, you still don't want to think of us as anything! You kiss me, but it's dead! When we fuck 
you don't even look at me. l'm just nothing to you anymore. You're ashamed," Slash walked by the singer, 


grabbing his guitar and sitting down to pick at the strings. Playing the ‘Don't Cry’ riff. 
"l'm not ashamed Slash," Axl tried to touch the guitarists shoulder but he shrugged it off. 


"Yes you are! You don't talk to me anymore because you feel ashamed that you are a fucking queer! You must 


think you contracted the disease from me or something, and I've dealt with it because | love you." 


Axl shuffled uncomfortably on the spot, hearing those three words that Slash told him constantly and never 
got returned. The very first time Slash told him was just before an interview, grabbing his wrist and telling 
him. Straightforward and to the point, just like Slash was. 


The look in those chocolate eyes told Axl that if he wanted Slash to stay, he'd have to say those three little 
words back..but he didn't. Too much pride, too much ego to be bruised in the process. Finally admitting that he 


was some sort of a faggot. 

"Still waiting for the right moment Axl?" Slash laughed cruelly. 

"Slash..| want you," was all Axl could manage to say around the twist in his stomach. 

The guitarist looked up at the singer, smiling bitterly. He stood up and walked towards him, letting his fingers 
curl around the masses of red hair. Pinning him quickly and harshly against the wall, sneer replacing the usual 
kind smile that Axl had thrived on. 

"No Axl, what you want is a bible. A fucking bible to confess your sins! To clean your filthy times with me and 
carry on living in a secret world of your own. Axl world, it's where you've lived all along. Stupid me to think 
that you might've let me inl" 

Slash released Axl's hair, grabbing a box of cigarettes and making for the door. 


"l'Il be back tonight to sign any papers." 


The guitarists final words before he left, not even slamming the door but leaving it open as an almost hint for 


the singer to follow. But he didn’t, he sat in the room. Only leaving half an hour later in a silent rage. 


And here he is, sitting in the results of that rage and holding a pistol to his head, crying his eyes out and 


looking at a picture of his ex lover. 
He closed his eyes tightly and slowly pulled the trigger. No bullets, no bang, no ending. 


He threw the worthless hunk of metal across the room, letting it smash into a photo of himself and Erin 


Everly. 

He sighed, wiping the tears onto his sleeve before standing erect. 

He walked into the hallway and glanced into the mirror at his reflection 
"You're nothing without him." 


He pulled the mirror off the wall and smashed it on the ground. The last thing he wanted to look at was 
himself. 


Walking into his bedroom, he glanced at a picture of him and Slash hugging. Slash had the biggest smile on his 
face and the singer was opening his mouth, about to speak. 


Axl lifted the picture up from the table and stared at the tanned guitarist, tracing the outline of his muscles 


and contours with a slim finger. And it was now, when no one was around listening and no one was here that 


Axl could look at his lover and say, 


"| love you Slash." 


